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On the eastern shores of the Bay of Naples
rises the mountain of St. Angelo. Fur days
had I gazed upon it with a wistful eye, and
with all the eagerness of my childhood, ^ hen I
never saw a distant hill but I wa^ r

until I had reached it. Notwithstanding that
my strength now daily diminished, rny desire
so increased upon me, that but a brief time had
elapsed ere I had gratified it. This mountain
protrudes abruptly into the Mediterranean, di-
viding the bay of Salerno from that of Naples.
I have enjoyed the grandest scenery of Eu-
rope, but never, never such as this, or at such
a moment. The death stillness of the day
was appalling the air was motionless, the
heavens cloudless, and the deep blue sea, far,
far beneath me, without a ripple ; and not a
sound reached my ear but that of my own
watch. There I rested on the summit, basking
in the sun, and enjoying a view, if such might
be so called, worthy an angel's while to fly
down and witness, and which, I dare say, one
does now and then among these aerial soli-
tudes.
And now my feverish curiosity with regard
to distant countries is satisfied to the full. It
once was such as extended to other worlds,
when I would welcome death in order to in-
dulge it. The time is now approaching, then,
when I must set out for "that bourne from